498                      Honore de Balzac.
name, like the "Imitation of Jesus Christ." I would I could write it here. But I must return to France, to Paris, re-enter my shop of vendor of phrases, and between now and then I can only sketch it.
Since I wrote you nothing new has happened. I have seen once more the Duomo of Milan, and I have made the tour of the Corso. But 1 have nothing to say of all that which you do not know already. I have made acquaintance with the Chimseras of the grand chandelier on the altar of the Virgin, which I had seen superficially; with Saint Bartholomew holding his skin as a mantle; with certain delightful angels sustaining the circle of the choir; and that is all. I have heard, at the Scala, the Boccabadati in "Zelmira." But I go nowhere; the Countess Bossi came bravely up to me in the street and reminded me of our dear evening at the Sisrnondis'. She was not recognizable. The change in her forced me to n terrible examination of myself.
It is now two months that I have had no news of you. My letters remain in Paris; no one writes to me because I have been wandering in lands where there are no mails. Nothing has better proved to me that I am an animal living by caresses and affection, neither more nor less like a dog. Skin-deep friendships do not suit me; they weary rne; they make me feel more vividly what treasures are inclosed in the hearts where I lodge. I am not a Frenchman, in the frivolous acceptation of that term.
The inn became intolerable to me, and I am, by the kindness of Prince Porcia, in a little chamber of hia house, overlooking gardens, where I work much at my ease, as with a friend who is all kindness for mo. Alphonso-Serafino, Principe di Porcia, is a man of my own age, the lover of a Countess Bologuini, more iu love this year than he was last year, unwilling to marry unless he can marry the countess, who has a husband from whom she is separated a mensd et thoro. You sec